STONE ENDS

SHE was so made that once a plan came to her
nothing in the world was ever going to stop her,
and every pulse of her body beat to that one pur-
pose.

She flung back the narrow diamond-paned
window, found a cloak and a shawl, left the
red shoes for thick country ones. No time was
wasted, and as she worked for her purpose her
small mouth was set, her chin was out. Nothing
was to stop her in such a mood. She didn't
think of consequences (she was never to think
of them as she should do), recked little that
this second disobedience in one evening meant
trouble for her more serious, perhaps, than any
that she had yet encountered.

She had been out of that window before.
There was still light enough for her to see the
old crooked water-pipe that jerked an arm round
the farther end of her casement, then there was
the water-butt, then the stone passage leading to
the stable. But she had a long descent on that
pipe. She cbag to it with hands and feet, her
chin and nose rasped by its casing. Her small
legs trembled, the shawl blew against her face,
she felt (or imagined that she felt) spiders' thread
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